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water she remained a flame of inspiration and faith rising out "of
the sea.

I lingered on.  Time, however, was up.  I rose, went.to the door,

opened It:, fresh air rushed at me, and as I stepped out I saw I had
come to the end of this book.

As a fitting postscript,
I dedicate this book to Nona,
of whose death, in New York, on 3rd December,
I heard only after the manuscript
had gone to press.